The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
And from her wombe children of divers kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find; 

Many for many vertues excellent. 

None but for iome, and yet all different. 

O micklexs the powerfoll grace that lies 
In plants, hearbs,ftones,and their true qualities .* 
?* or nought fo vile that on the earth doth live. 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth give • 

Nor ought fo good, but ftrain’d from that faire ufe. 
Revolts from true birth, Humbling on abufe . 
Veraieic felfe turnes vice being mif-appli’d. 

And vice fometime by addon dignifi’d. 

EnterRomto. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidence, and Medicine power : 

Reinl h «ft C !?B fmeIt nj th , that ^ parwheares each parti 
Being taftedflayes all fenfes with the heart. 

fwofuch oppo led Kings encamp them ftill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will ; 

Ana where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death eates up that plant. 

Rom. Good morrow father. 
ir/.Benedicite: 

What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 

Young fonne.it ar § lies a.diftemper’d head, 

5o foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch' in every old mans eye. 

And where care lodges fleepe will never lye:'. 

But where unbruifed youth with unftuft braine. 

Doth couch his iimbes, there golden fleep doth reign. 
Therefore thy earlinefle doth me allure, 

Thou art uprous d with fbme diftemp’ratute : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeoh&th not been in bed to night. 

"Rom. That laftis true, the fweeter reft was mine. 
iV*. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline t 
. Rom. With Rofaline, my ghoftly fa thermo, 
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0/ Romeo and Juliet- 

Thaveforgotthatname,andthatnameswoe. , 

Fri. That’s my good fonne ,but where haft thou been then . 
Rom. l’le tell thee erethon aske it me agen ; 

I have been feafting with mine enemy, 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me. 

That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within tby helpe and holy Phyficke lyes ; 

I beare no hatred bleffed man, for loe. 

My interceffion likewife fteads my foe. . • . 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confelfion Andes but rid ling fhrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare love is let 
On the faire daughter of rich fapulet : 

A s mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine, 

And all combin’d, favewhat thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how. 

We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 
l’le tell thee as wepafle :but this I pray, 

That thou confent to marry us to day . 

. JErAHoly S. Francis what a change is here . 

Is Rofaline, whom thoudidft love fo deare, 

So foone forfaken? young mens love then lyes 
Not truely in their hearts,but in their eyes. 
left* Maria ! what a deale of brine 
Hath waflit thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline . 

How much fait water throwne away in wafte. 

To feafon love that of it doth not tafte ? 

The fun not yet thy fighes from heaven cleares. 

Thy old groanes yet ring in mine ancient eares ; 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the ftainedoth fit. 

Of an old teare that is not wafht oft* yet. _ 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thele woes were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this fentence then, , 
Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

‘Rout. Thouchid’ft me oft for loving Rofaline. 
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